Two devout Christians were going door to door, and encountered a woman who was not happy for their visit. She slammed the door right in their faces. To her surprise, however, the door did not close – rather, it bounced back open.
She tried again, this time really putting some muscle behind the motion – the same amazing result, the door bounced back open.

She was convinced one of the Christians was sticking his foot in the door so she reared back for the third time and was going to slam the door so hard it would teach him a lesson. Just before she released the door, one of the fellows politely said: “Ma’am, before you do that again, you really should move your cat.”

When the new patient was settled comfortably on the couch, the psychiatrist began his therapy session.

“I’m not aware of your problem,” the doctor said, “So perhaps, you should start at the very beginning.”

“Of course,” replied the patient, “In the beginning, I created the heavens and the earth…”

While my friend was working as a receptionist for an eye surgeon, a very angry woman stormed up to her desk. “Someone stole my wig while I was having surgery yesterday,” she complained.

The doctor came out and tried to calm her down. “I assure you that no one on my staff would have done such a thing,” he said. “Why do you think it was taken here?”

“After the operation, I noticed the wig I was wearing was cheap-looking and ugly.”

“I think,” explained the surgeon gently, “that means your cataract operation was a success.”

Overheard at a beauty salon:


“I don’t have any wrinkles. I just happen to have more details than most.”

One Halloween a trick-or-treater came to my door dressed as "Rocky," in boxing gloves and satin shorts. Soon after I gave him some goodies, he returned for more.
"Aren't you the same 'Rocky' who left my doorstep several minutes ago?" I asked.
"Yes," he replied, "but now I'm the sequel. I'll be back three more times tonight, too."
In dire need of a beauty make-over, I went to my salon with a fashion magazine photo of a gorgeous, young, lustrous-haired model. I showed the stylist the trendy new cut I wanted and settled into the chair as he began humming a catchy tune and got to work on my thin, graying hair.

I was delighted by his cheerful attitude until I recognized the melody.

It was the theme from “Mission: Impossible”.

